Thediſcafed maiden Lover: 
i to an Excellent New Tune, 


Being a pleaſant new | 
* Or, may be ſang rote Tune of, Benny Nell. 


i A went forth one Summers dap, The pꝛettp Daſie which doth thew 
Lo view the Peddows frefh and gay, Yer love to Phxbus, bzev her woe, 


A pleaſant Bower A eſpy'd, Mb joys to ſe his cheerful fare, 
Standing bard by a Rivers ſide. And mourns when he is not in place: 
And in't I heard a Mayden cry, alack, a'ack, alack, quoth ſhe, - 
Alas there's none &*re low d like l. there's none that ever Lov'd like me; 
I conched cloſe to hear ber moan, The Flowers of the \vatcft (cent, | 
Mith manpa ſad and grievous groan, Ohe bound them round with knotted Bent, 
And wilht that J had been the wight And as ſhe latdth-m till in bands, 
That micht bave b2ed her hearts delight: She wept,the.wail's and wzung her hands 
But theſe were all the words that ſhe alas, alae, alas, &c. 
did ſtill repeat, none loves like me. - Falſe man, quoth ſhe, fo2give thee heaven, 
Then round the Peddowes did ſhe walk, As J do with my ſins fo2given, 
Catching the Flower by the ſtalk, In bleſt Eſezium J hall liep, 


Such as wit hin the Peddows grew, When thou wich periur*d ſouls ſhalt weep, 
As Dead. mans thumb and Hare - bell blew. Who when they liv'd, did like to thee, 


and as ſhe pluckt them ſtil] cry'd ſhe, That loy*d their loves as thou deſt me. 
alas there's none e te lov'd like me. When che had fils her Apꝛon full, 
A bed therein ſhe made to lpe, Dfſuch ſweet Flowers as ſhe could cull, 
Of fine grien things that grew faſt by, The green leaves ſerv'd fo2 a bed, 
Of Poplers and Willow leaves, The Flowers pilloivs fo2 her head: 
Df Sicamore and Flaggy ſheaves : Then down ſhelay ne'r more did ſpeak, 


and as ſhe pluckt them, &c, Alas, with Love her heart did break. 
Tye little La k-foot ſhe'd not paſs, . 
He yet the flowers of thze-leav'd graſs 
WI ith Pilk- Bains Hony-ſackles ce 


He n92 the yellow — 2 
I 2 ee © ha, * 


Fe Wand rino Virgin. 
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Jen J had ſen this Wirgins end, 
A ſozrowed as became a friend, 
And wept to ſee that ſach a Paid 
Should be by faithleſs love betrap d: 
But woel fear will come to thee, 
That was not true in Love as ſhe. 
The birds did ceaſe their harmony, 
The harmleſs Lambs did ſem fo crp, 
The Flowers they did hang their bead, 
The flower of Maidens being dead; 
Whoſe Life by death is now ſet free, 
and none did love mo: e dear then ſhe, 
The bubbling bꝛoks did ſecm to moan, 
And ecchoes frem the Mallies did groan, 
Diana's Nymphs did ring ber knelt, 
And totheir Nucen the ſame did tell : 
Who vowed by her chaſtitie, 
That none ſhould take revenge but ſhe. 
When as 3 ſaw her co2ps Were cold, 
A to her Lover went and told, 
What chance untothis Paid b fell, 
Who ſaid à am alad ſhe ſped ſo well: 
Do you think that I ſo fend would be, 
To — no Maid but onely ſhe. 
was not made foz one alone, 
AX take delight to hear them moan; 
Men one is gone, IJ will have moze, 
Tb t man is rich thit bath molt ffoze. 


I bondage hate, I muſt live free, 
And not bety'd co ſuch as (he. 
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O Sir remember then (quoth ) 
The power of Heavens All-ſ@ing eye; 
Who doth remember vows fozgot, , 
Though vou deny vou know it not: * 
Call to your mind this maiden free, . 
The which was wreng'd by none but thee 


Quoth he, Jhave a love moꝛe fair, * 
Beſides, the is her fathers heir, 
A bontny Laſs doth pleaſe my mind, 
That unto me is wond2ous kind: 4 
Her will J love, and none but she, 
Who ſill shall welcome be to me. 


ZDiflor:al to thy deareſt love, 
N ho at her death fo2 the did pzap,. 
And witht tha manp a happy day: 
I would my Love would but love me, 
Even half ſo well as she lov'd thee, 
Fair Paidens will example take, 
Poun a men will curſs thee foz her ſake, 
Thep l floptheir ears unta our plaints, 
And call us Divels ſeeming Saints: 
They I ſay to day that we are kind, 
To morrow of another mind. 
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+ Falſe-minded man that fo would probe, 


(Ee Lee 
SD 
-+ The diſeaſed Maiden Louer. 


Being a pleaſant new court Song: To an excellent new tune. 
Or to be ſung to the tune of Bonny Nell. 


& The pꝛetty Daſie which doth ſhom 
; ver lone to Phoebus , bzed her woe; 
A pleaſant Bower Jeſpiv, . Who iopes to ſec his ch@refnll face , 
Standing hard by a Rivers ſivor And mournes when he is not in place, 
avd int 3 beard a Papden try, Ce alacke,alacke, alacke; quoth che, 
alas; there's none ere-lon'd like J. there's none that ever loud like mn. 


J conehedcloſe ts beate bet moane, The Flowers of the ſweefeff ſent, 
Mitt manya beavie groane, | 3&8 She bound them round with knotted Bent, 
And wicht that J had bene the wight ; e And as ſhelapd tham u ili in bands, 
That might baue bzed ber hearts delight z een de wept, che warl'd, and wzung her hands 
but theſs mers all the wo2ds that he, 8 alas, alas, alas, quoth ſhe, 
did till repeat, none lones like me. there s none that euer ion'd like me. \ 


Then round the 2 ſhe walke, IA Falſe man,quoth the, fogive thee beauen, 

Catching eath flower by the falke, As I doe with my finnes fozginey, 

Such as within the Peddowes grew, _ In bleſt Elizium Jſhallfleepe, 

As Dead-mans thumbe, and Hare- bell blue: Apen than with per iar d ſoules ſhalt weep 
and as 'the pluckt idem, ctii cryveſhe, F 2 whe when they lia d. did like to chee, 
alas, there's none ere loꝝ d like me. TAE that loud their Lones as thou doſt mee. 


* a 
A bed therein the made folile? _ 8 Men the had fild her Apzon full, 
Ot iin: ethings that grew faſt h, Ot ſuch lweet Flowers as che could cull ; 
Ot Poplers, and of Willow leaves , 2 The greene leanes ſera'd her foz a Bed , 
Ot Sicamore and Flaggy fbeaues : Ze he Flowers pillowes fo; ber head, 


alas withlone her heart did bzeake. 
e litile Lark-foore ſh&d not paſſe , 41918. 

— tithe flowers of Thrce. leau d grafſe, # | | 

With Pilkemayds Honny Succles phzaile, DR Printed at London for I. Wright, 

The Crowes foot, noz the pellow Crayſe, | 
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nnd as ſhe pluckt them, ftill cryde the , 8 Cven down ſhe lap. ne te moe did ſpeakte; 


alas, thete s none ert lou d like me. 


